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100 TOY SOLDIERS, made of durable plastic
EACH ON ITS OWN BASE

• FUN TO SHOW
• FUN TO TRADE

• FUN TO COLLECT

EACH FOOTLOCKER CONTAINS:
4 Tanks

4 Jeeps

4 Battleships

4 Cruisers

4 Sailors

4 Riflemen

8 Machinegunners

8 Sharpshooters

4 Infantrymen

8 Officers

8 Waves
8 Wacs
4 Bombers

4 Trucks

8 Jet Planes

8 Cannon

4 Bazookamen
4 Marksmen

!
100 TOY SOLDIERS, DeP t.I

1
62 West 47th Street Roam 206

! New York 36. N. Y.

i

! HERE'S MY $1 .251 NO C.O.D.'s

| Rush the TOY SOLDIERS TO ME!

j
Ham*..Mm£$7m

i Address
i

i

2 City Stato

J
Canada and foreign orders send % 1.50 postal money order.

MASTER DETECTIVE Is published by Super Comlci Inc., 62 West 47 St., New York 3», N. Y. Names of characters
used In fiction, humorous and leml-flctlonal malarial are fictitious and any resemblance to persons ll»lnoj or dead
is purely coincidental. Content! copyrighted and must not be reproduced without parmliiion. Reprinted in U.S.A. !»*«.
National Distributor: Harry Williams, 4304 Daiter Street, Philadelphia Pa.
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10cing mng cole
anp another,

detective, lance martlm,
following a clue ina
new smuggling packet,
arouse the wrath ofa
clock- store Proprietor,
thesequel is...

fSTECT/VE LANCE MARTIN CALLS ATKINGS
|

KING, I BIT OFF MORE THAN ^ X OFPlCBt

I CAN CHEW ON THIS SMUGGLING^ H^W CAN
SACKET. I WANT yOUR HELP.gJ I REFUSE

SUCH AN

wC

IRIS..WHIP...THIS IS THE} HOW EXCITING .'

FAMOUS PRIVATE EYE. -<-v HOW 00 THE
LANCE MARTIN. HE WANTS) SMUGGLED
US TO HELP HIM CRACK -^GET THE
DOWN ON THE SMUGGLING^ JEWELS THBOUSH
RING BRINGING STOLEN L THE CUSTOMS.

MR. MARTIN?
ILLUSTRIOUS

^SI'^J^'^^FroM^EUROPE"LANCE,3

±1 L

In Commie
^LOOK FOR THI8 8EAL^



rJUST AN EMPTy WABEH0U5E...
BUT My WIFE SAW ITS MATE IN

AN OLD SEEMAN CLOCK STOBE
WHEN SHE TOOK A CLOCK OF
' OUBS TO BE
FIXED.



HE CLOCK CRASHES TO THE FLOOR/

SH-H-H . MECE C0ME5
THE PROPRIETOR...

$*SOON, IN THE OFFICE OF POLICE CHIEF^ ANDERSON*..



WELL, IF SCHMIDT, THE
clock: man, recognized you,
yOU MAY HAVE A.. ER... FATAL
ACCIDENT... SO I'LL PUTA
GUARD AROUND yOUR HOUSE
COLE CAN DO Aft/ OUTSIDE
FOLLOW'

THESE BOyS'LL
keep you
SAFE, LANCE .)





THSy...THBy)M/ HUSBAND/
^GOT HIM / <LANCE / HE'S..'

P/STOL SMOKE.' I CAN STILL^
SMELL IT... THAT MEANS THE GUN

. WAS FIBEP IN THIS EOOM.'
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)OQN, BACKAT WE MARTIN HOUSE. .

.

WELL, KINS.
HEEE'S OUE MAN/
WE FOUNP SOME OF
THAT SMUGGLED JEWELEy
IN HIS SHOP. BUT ME WON'T
APMIT HE MUEDEBED

h MABTIN



LISTEN, EVERyBOPy.' CHIEF ANPEESON
HAS AGBEEP TO LET ME STAGE A SCENE
IN AN EFFORT TO PISCOVEK LANCE MARTIN^
MUEPEEEB . I PLAN TO RE-ENACT THE

^CRIME, JUST AS IT HAPPENEP.

CHIEF, WOULP YOU HAVE THE
HANPCUFFS TAKEN OFF MR.'"
SCHMIPT... ER, TEMPORARILY.

OFCOUe5E.<

ALL BIGHT,
KING

FOR SAFETY'S SAKE, EVERyBOpy\J
BETTER LINE UP ASAINST THE WALLS}
KEEP OUT OF THE MIPPLE OF THE_^/
ROOM OB yOU MIGHT GET KILLEP .7

LANCE MARTIN, yOU REMEMBER

,

WAS MURPEREP AT NINE O'CLOCK
IT'S AFTER MIPNIGHT NOW. BUT,.
FOE THE PURPOSE OF REALISM,
I'VE SET THE CLOCK BACK. IT

NOW EEAPS TEN MINUTES TO.
NINE,

h

LANCE WAS SITTING IN THIS CHAIE,
PLACEP JUST AS IT IS NOW, WHEN
HE WAS SHOT. ME. SCHMIPT,
WOULP YOU SIT HERE A
MOMENT, PLEASE,*-

W

,



>U THE HANDS OF THE
CLOCKAPPROACH THE
HOUR. BARBER GROWS
INCREASINGLY UNCOMFORTABLE,

(? INALLV, HE SPRINGS UP,
*PULLING A PISTOL

FROMHIS POCKET,

dMJST THEN THE CLOCK STRIKES
W//V£ ANDA PISTOL EMERGES,
DISCHARGING A BULLET OVER
LANCE MARTIN'S CHAIR.



T^HE COP'S fat neck bulg-

ed over the collar of his

threadbare blue coat. A white

half-moon of flesh peered

above his left shoe where the

sock had worn through.

These things Yanski noted

in the split second it took him

to size up the policeman, and

he knew he had nothing to

fear. He shrugged and straight-

ened his shoulders as confid-

ence rose in him. Just another

hick flatfoot!

He turned and walked bold-

ly across the street toward a

hamburger joint, grinning

mirthlessly as he flexed the

muscles of his arms and back.

Not for nothing was he known

as "The Arm." He was also

known as Sylvester Yanksi,

crook, killer, and jail breaker.

The shrill blast of a police

whistle froze him in his tracks.

Wildly his heart thumped

against the hard ugliness of the

.38 in its shoulder holster.

He turned and faced the

cop. "Something?"

"You're durned right,

'Something.' Ain't you got

no more brains than to cross

against a green light? S'pose a

car had come by—might have

knocked you colder'n a mack-

erel."

Yanski had all he could do

to keep from laughing aloud

in relief. So he'd been jaywalk-

ing. "Huh?" he said.

"That's all," said the cop.

"Just watch your step. Say,

ain't I seen you some place be-

fore, stranger?" The cop re-

garded him quizzically for a

second.

Yanski's spine tingled. His

eyes glared steadily into the

cop's. His right arm tensed

and started toward his left

shoulder, then slowly relaxed

and lowered as the flatfoot

shrugged. "Guess not, mister.

Git along now and mind what

I said about crossin' streets."

The tightness was back in

Yanski's throat. The fear of

the hunted clutched again in

his chest. That blasted copper!

Even if he was just asking

dumb questions, it wasn't safe

to stay in this town now.

But he had to stay. Big

George would be in tonight to

take him west until things cool-

ed off a little; and then, back

to Philly and a big time on

some of that dough he'd "in-

herited" from old man John-

son. Of course he'd had to

strangle the old bird to get it;

and sweat out six months in the

clink on account of some fin-

gerprints he'd left on the old

geezer's throat. But he had

busted out of jail now, and

what was six months when you

had £50,000 stashed away.

It was ten in the morning

now. Big George would pick

him up at four. Six hours to

kill. But where? He dared not

stay in the village. Then he

saw the sign. BATHING
BEACH y> MILE.

He might have slept all day

if the kid hadn't kicked sand

in his face. A tall, skinny kid

with an iron brace on his right

leg. A dumb kid trying to lift

a 50 pound bar-bell with arms

that looked like match sticks.

Yanski glared at the kid.

"Whazza big idea, bub?"

The kid looked scared.

"Gee, mister, I'm sorry. This

bar-bell is kinda heavy and I

must have slipped. I didn't



mean to wake you up, honest."

Yanski lifted himself on his

elbows. The kid stared open-

mouthed at the knots and coils

of sinew on his arms and back.

He kicked at the bar-bell with

his good leg. "If I had muscles

like that I sure eould throw

these things around! Kin I

feel 'em?"

Yanski stretched his arms.

"Sure," he said. He was proud

of those muscles.

Gingerly the kid felt the

smooth rock that was an arm

and whistled in admiration.

Then his face grew serious.

"Mister," he said, "You're

going to get an awful sunburn

if you don't watch out. Better

let me put some of this on

you." He held out a bottle of

anti-sunburn lotion.

Yanski turned on his stom-

ach. "OK, Bub. My back ain't

been burned yet. Oughta be

time to color it up before I

head for town. Gotta date at

4."

It was pleasant lying there

feeling the kid's fingers rub

the cooling stuff into his

shoulders, half listening to his

chatter. Yanski dozed off

again and when he woke it was

3:30.

"So-Iong, kid," he said,

"Thanks for the rubdown."

Barefooted, he walked up

the sandy road toward the lock-

er rooms, keeping away from

the crowds still on the beach.

A car came from the direction

of the village, slowed as it

neared him, and he drew aside

to let it pass.

But it didn't pass. It stopped.

Yanski turned—turned and

saw the fat face of the traffic

cop who had stopped him this

morning.

"Goin' somewhere, Yanski?"

The cop's voice was quiet but

there was ice in his words. And

there was the business end of a

.45 poked over the door frame

straight at Yanski's heart.

Yanski's jaw dropped. Dark

hatred and fear blazed in his

eyes. Involuntarily his arm

darted to his shoulder, but

there was nothing there. Only

his bare sun-reddened chest.

"What you tryin' to pull,

copper? You can't get away

with this. My name ain't Yan-

ski, and I ain't done nothin',

sec!"

"Yeah?" growled the cop.

"You shut up and come with

me.

Yanski shambled toward the

car and got in.

The car sped down the road;

stopped near the beach. The

copper prodded Yanski with

the .45. "Git movinV*

They walked over the crest

of the dunes. This place look-

ed familiar. There was the kid

sitting in the sand!

"Great work, Dad. I knew

you'd get him!" The kid tot-

tered to his feet and lurched

toward the cop.

Yanski whirled, eyes blazing.

"What is this? You're both

nuts. If you think . . .!"

The kid's blue eyes bored

into Yanski. "Mister, I knew

who you were the minute I saw

you asleep. A kid who's crip-

pled like me knows the records

of every strong man there is

—

even if he's a crook and a kill-

er. I couldn't get the cops my-

self," he grinned, "so I sent

you. That sunburn cream I

put on you, I left off in just

the right places, so the sun

would burn your name on your

back. You told me what time

you had to be in town, and I

knew Dad was due to pick me

up a little before that. I figured

he'd pass you when you went

for your clothes."

The cop chuckled grimly.

"Nice goin* son. As soon as

I saw that name I knew where

I'd seen this bird before. On

one of them men-wanted post-

ers they're always tackin' up."

Handcuffed in the rear seat,

Yanski rode silently into town.

Only one car passed them—

a

long black limousine. A low un-

guarded groan burst from Yan-

ski's lips He looked at his

watch—3:59. Big George was

right on schedule.

THE END
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JUST KIPPING t
MISS TEX, My
TRUSTED A!PE,
JRI5 NORLAND.

EOACINS ACROSS THE PLAINS,
A STBEAML1NER SWIPTLY
CARRIES Y0UN6 KINS COLE
AND HIS PARTY TO THE LITTLE
FLAG STOP OP RED SULCH.



-INE/ By THE WAV,
I
DON'T TELL ANVBODV
WE'CE DETECT!VE5 '

.
LET 'EM THINK WE'fcE
JUST DUDE GUE5T5 .

V4T/V/GHr, APTSZ K//VG "£ET/££S".

..WHEN EVEeySODVS IN

,
BED, I'LL HAVE A LOOK
ABOUND. SOT A HUNCH

UDDENLV, THE DETECTIVE'S
rTENT/OU I? FOCUSED ON THE

POOe/SNOB*
& t#e MEA.9SIGHTED LAD P£ERs\

I





MUST BE AN * /"I'M SMGf MV
INSIDE JOB. THE *H HlEEP HANPS
BANDIT KNEW WHAfY ABEN'T
BOOM I WAS IN... B SUILTX.
EVEN KNEW I WAS
A DETECTIVE.
PEOBABLV ONE
of youe
EMPLOYEES.!^

1
\.i





l&r OAK U&US IS ON THE JOB TAILINS
SOUPY, THB EX-BUBGLAJZ .





CAN'T Z-$< A5H0T,
MIQHT HIT ISI0...SUT
IF MV PLAN W0eK5.



OH, THAT/ WELL, MEET THE EX-POUA
DOT BANDIT/ OUe TEUSTEP FOREMAN

MOSSAN BITTER .'*--—

VOU SEE, I KNEW' IT MAC? TO 9E-,
.

eiTTse w& plantep the polka
SOTS QN--TME THBEE SLESTS.. HE

'

WAS THE ONLY ONE, BESIDES*
'OUSSELVES,-.WHO <NEW WHICH
guests wese uMPse suspicion^

ISN'T HE
WONDEEFUL,5


